Beyond the pretense 
of commonality 
I write now 
to you 
with fullness 
of purpose 
and sincere intent 


The sight of sound 
the imagery of touch 
and the feeling 
of ideas 
fly now 
from my 
fingertips 


When the expanse has expanded 
from within the eye of perception 
new understandings eat and 
choke on their own endings 


Who knows how far the perceptible 
can be stretched and strung 
before truth and truths unwind 
into motionless vibration? 


As time catches up with light 
and knowledge surpasses grasping 
a horrible beauty is birthed 
which weaves fabrics of contradictions 
through looms of consonance 


We are where we've been 
and right here all along 


They were secrets 
blown away like dandelion 
seeds 
they knew their importance 
and our impotence 


Written into every 
atom 
the exquisite all 
can’t be forgotten 
only ignored 


Sitting by the stream you 
can find them 
carried by the moving 
air 


At the change of 
seasons 
they speak in deafening 

whispers 

so loud 

so constant 
that we have tuned 

them out 


This bone box and 
meat computer 
cannot contain 

these alien insights 


It shouldn't be 
known 
that glowing 
and growing tendrils 
wrap us into 
void-filled 
truth-scapes 


The cracks of 
trauma 
on our hearts are 
emitting signals 


They bring them 
tous 
from third-minded 
processes of 
thought 


Leaving us with 
abscessed spirits 
unable to 
breathe 
our realities 


Treading and trudging 
across luminous planes of 
glowing secrecy 
the hidden is apparent 


Here are all dreams ever 
dreamed 
captured like 
lightning bugs of 

the summer 


Illuminated while the 
sun hides 
behind it’s most 
beloved child 


What is inconsistent 

breaks in the rhythm 

of the celestial time 
keeper 


Meaning that slipped 
out of a pocket 
was found 
by a young and 
veracious child 


The child’s mouth 
couldn’t help but 
reveal the misplaced 
ideas and 
gave them as 
cherished love-words 
to vicinities 
congruent 


All were washed and 
gratified 


All were seated at 
a table of boons 


A horrid myth tells 
us that we follow 
and flow through 
a line that we 
have dubbed time 


Cycles and 
circles repeat then we 
arrive at the refrain 

and refrains of 
sorrows and gleeful 
melodies that come and go 
and come again 


Looking back we are 
blind to the future as 
we imagine it can only be 
new and unique 


All that we leave behind we 
gather into ourselves 
once more 
but more than once 


Thrust through currents of 
psychotic rivers 
the ill gag and gasp 
in the stillness of 
the pond of preponderance 


While only afew ripples away 
the mystics float 
freely around like tad poles 
Waiting to grow up 
and croak their insights 
with the elders 


The ones learned in 
lore 
that re-spawns 
and regenerates 
can know and forget 
what they understood 
as fluidly 
true 


They see with eyes 
of night 
and hear streaks 
of light 
that feel as though 
they were never 
subject to an 
aroma 


Skies don’t darken 
skies don’t lighten 
skies stay the same 


Speaking likea 
crinkled leaf 
with intent that 
expires 
with 
words that rust 


The tree that was 
touched with 
flesh 
cries for its 
far away neighbor 


Sandy foundations that 
shift beyond prediction 
are settled for 
and around 


A psychosis of 
symbols 
gives meaning 
where meaning 
lacks 


Rub the fluorescence 
onto perfect timing 
and ponder 
how much lost 
ages 
weigh 


Analogues record their 
imprints in murky 
puddles that 
never turn back 
into mists 


From bogs to 
moist wastelands 
scratchy tastes 
linger and torture 
our vision 


Turquoise seeming noise 
tells yesterday to stay gone 
smiling opposite 


The bloody refuse 
of small-minded sentiments 
leaves without going 


Throbbing element 
tears drip and water the young 
enchanted lament 


Follow the salted crows 
and hear their 
scavenged subsistence 
wail and warn the 
comets not to be 
vengeful 


See the microcosms 
manifest 
and bring their hymns 
of being 
to cathedrals 
microscopic 


The tiny imitates the 
gargantuan and 
orbiting spheres have 
their own homages 
to pay 
to the smaller 


A miraculous ending that 
swoops and swells 
telling its unquantifiable 
middle 
and its unmeasurable 
birthing 


Falling narratives 
become dry fall 
leaves 
they are digested 
by the floor of 
natural growth 


The story of our prophetic 
redundancy 
begins where fate 
leaves off 


A soup of stories 
bitter and 
muddied by 

screams amplified 

with a gorgeous 
innocence 


Tales of faeries cling 
and clutter inside 
skulls 
to deterministic 
detriment 


Caught on a fence 
only half climbed 
over 
and stuck on an untrue 
rhetorical history 


Digits of fortune 
embed their roots 
in matter of gray 
and balance memes 
in their covert 
funambulism 


Their hooks sink 
deep into cultures 
that pray for 
movement away 
from despair 


We are all caused 
to enjoy that air 
wafting by 
when crisis 
was only 
dreamed 


Shake hands witha 
clock and greet 
the vines so 
enamored with 
sunlight 


When now starts being 
then 
apprehension lives 
further on 
in the ways of 
the precognitive 


Are anxieties germinating 
in the soil of 
fear 
or born from 
the taste of trauma? 


Solutions cause 
glimmers 
seen past 
the eyes 


And they became radiance 
after they learned 
to let compassionate 
and passionate 
pleas fill up 
with believed belief 


After they stepped 
out from behind 
wrathful musings 
and misdirected 
resentment 


After they imbibed 
the dripping gift 
that reworks 
and rewires 
soft cells 


The choice made by 
the pastel and green 
plant to 
give its attention 
to youas it 
withers 
as it gives its 
final nod 


A dedication to the 
hyperconscious you 
that breathes it’s 
smell of life 
like spring mornings 
and summer afternoons 


The flower cannot choose 
anything 
besides bowing to 
your dominance 
as it passes 
to the dirt 


On the path that 
rises with roses 
to end up at 
everytime 
you must gaze and 
ponder where you've been 
and will be 


Awestruck as a child 
thriving as an adult 
reflecting as an elder 
static as you 


There itis 
the cross of totality 
over here 
over there 
over and over 
it’s always been over 


A false emanation 
brings pulsating 
organisms 
for aride on 
and in 
the sounds of 
the deserted 
valley 


Here they can be 
they canis 
they can was 
they can exist as 
improperly as they 
wish 


These swirls of 
dust and ash 
become as close to 
something 
as nothing can be 


